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pant and rattle of the train wove themselves into a clanking
song of hope. They sang of spreading acres, fat beasts,
wide bams, the rise of the yeoman farmer to be squire,
magistrate, master of the foxhounds. He saw himself
standing in the doorway of some time-mottled grange, his
pink coat splashed With the mud of the acres over which
he had galloped to the music of his pack. By his side was
a presence, indefinite and featureless, but exhaling an
atmosphere of comfort, adoration, and repose. That was
Ms wife. It is right for a man to marry, thought Claude
drowsily, and it is comfortable. Then his head fell back,
and in sleep he exchanged his puddings in the air for
worthier, bitterer dreams.